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fault nor the fault of the gallant men he led. While the
guns boomed down the Tigris and the fate of Baghdad
was poised in the balance I experienced alternations of
hope and anxiety which left me sleepless and a bundle of
nerves : I know now what a prisoner feels while the jury
is considering the verdict.

At six o'clock one morning we were awakened and told
that we must leave for Mosul immediately. By every means
in our power we delayed the start, thinking that our troops
might come at any moment. But the Turkish sergeant
who was in charge of our escort had orders that we were
to be out of the city by nine o'clock.

We drove through mean streets, attracting no attention
now. Before leaving, our sergeant paid a visit to his house
in order to collect his kit, leaving us at the door guarded
by four soldiers. His sisters came down to see him off, and
(being of progressive tendencies, I suppose) they were not
veiled. It would indeed have been a crime to have hidden
such lustrous eyes and skins so fair.

Some breath of reality, some call from the outer world
of freedom, came to me from their presence. They seemed
the first human beings I had seen since I had left a London
nursing-home in May. Since then I had been living in a
cold twilight of the senses, thinking of nothing but my
job. Sometimes in France I had felt that the whole world
except myself was stark staring mad ; and even in the
happy little Flying Corps mess which I had so lately left,
the same delusion would sometimes creep over me after a
particularly hard day's work. What were we doing ?
What were we all doing ? When I asked myself that, it
seemed no answer to say that we were defeating Germany.

These girls were happy, healthy,  rounded, sentient